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THE SUN AND THE SEED

(A Spiritual Allegory)

There was a time,
When the seed lay buried
Under the layers of dust,
Longing for the Sun.

The Sun too longed
To see the seed;

But many were the folds
Of overhanging clouds.

For days and nights,
The seed thought of the
Sun;

Sighed and thought
For days and nights.

Once fronii the thick clouds
Descended fresh showers;

And the surrounding earth
Began to feed the seed.

Then the buried seed
Struggled and struggled
In the darkness of the earth,
Thinking only of the Sun.

In the course of time,
It emerged in the open
To flower forth in the light.
And the Sun too was bright!

TO MY BELOVED MASTER

Let Me Come

Like the morning Sun
Is Thy fair face
Lit up with the light,
Which radiates joy.

Thy smile serene
Contains within it
The profound understand-
ing
,0f this mysterious Life.

Not all the lustre
Of the heavenly stars
Can equal the beauty
Of Thy loving eyes.

0 my Beloved!
I love Thee.
Sweet like ambrosia
Is Thy Love!